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But the king who had thought himself so mighty
was puzzled at this evidence of a power which was
so much greater than his own, and he sat for a time,
looking straight before him, in an attitude of the
deepest dejection. But he was a man of iron will,
and it was not long before he had formed a plan,
which he proceeded to act upon without loss of
time.

He went home to his capital and placed the
government in the hands of the only son who had
survived the exercise of the miraculous powers of
Sabala and her master, and then betook himself to
the forest, where he lived the life of a hermit, and
endeavoured by fasting and hardship to win from
the gods the favour which he had seen bestowed
upon the famous sage Vasishtha. When he had
endured these severities for a sufficient length of
time the great god Siva came in all his dazzling
splendour to visit him, and asked him what gift he
wished to have bestowed upon him. " Give me,"
said the king, " all the weapons in use among the
divinities." At once his very comprehensive request
was granted, and conscious of his power the happy
monarch went off at full speed to the hermitage of
Vasishtha. " I may find it wise to extirpate the
stubborn hermit," he said to himself on the way,
" but I will pardon the excellent Sabala, for this
estimable creature must pass into my possession."

As he drew near to the hermitage, the king could
not resist the temptation to test his new powers, and
shot off one of his new arrows. It went hissing